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"But grandam, 

Was not the Christ-child 

Born in a manger too? - ' 

"That was a different matter," 

She said. 

The eock crowed 

Three times, 

Loud and clear. 

"Oooo-oo-oo-oo !" 

"Bastard brat 

In our barn!" 

"Oooo-oo-oo-oo!" 

Different! Different! Different! 

But 1 slipped out to see him 

And take him a sugar mouse ; 

And all about his head 

Was a golden glory!" 

WREATHS 

Red wreaths 

Hang in my neighbor's window, 
Green wreaths in my own. 
On this day I lost my husband. 
On this day you lost your boy. 
On this day 
Christ was born. 
Red wreaths, 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Green wreaths 

Hang in our windows, 

Red for a bleeding heart, 

Green for grave grass. 

Mary, mother of Jesus, 

Look down and comfort us. 

You too knew passion ; 

You too knew pain. 

Comfort us, 

Who are not brides of God, 

Nor bore God. 

On Christmas day 

Hang wreaths, 

Green for spent passion, 

Red for new pain. 
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THE VICTORS 

The day-star is painted red, 

The sun stands red on the mountain. 

They whisper our name 

In the land we are leaving. 
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